TO THE WEST RIDING

good knowledge of raw wool, tops and noils, and there
is a great deal to know about these commodities. Prob-
ably his knowledge was acquired in the first place from
a course or two at the Technical College and then
improved, and vastly improved, by practical experi-
ence. He probably knows German, French and some
Spanish or Italian. He has to know something about
the relative cheapness and efficiency of various methods
of transport, shipping and railway lines, road and canal.
He has to know something about finance, about drafts
and bills from Gothenburg, Warsaw or Barcelona. And
all the time he must watch the market, which is never
still and never reliable. In my opinion he earns his
money. And you can safely bet that his wife, unless
she is unlucky, earns hers too. For she probably has
only one maid or a daily woman, to help with the
rough work, and yet not only keeps the house clean
and comfortable and looks after the children, but carries
on the Yorkshire housewife's tradition of cooking and
baking everything (including the bread) herself. Unlike
her mother, who probably did all this but tended to
let the house and its work and worries crush and age
her, she will probably keep herself smart and pretty
and reasonably well-informed and be ready to join her
husband at cards or golf or whatever pastime he favours.
These two seem to me good citizens ; and there are
plenty of them, known to me by name, in the West
Riding.

The re-union battalion dinner, which had brought
me here when I ought to have been continuing my
journey elsewhere, was held at a tavern on Saturday
night. The battalion was the i oth Duke of Wellington's,
of the 23rd Division, which did good work in France
and then in the later stage of the war did equally good
work on the Italian Front. It was not specifically a
Bradford battalion. Most of the fellows I had known
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